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but even various tuning-forks, and the very anvil of 
the famous " Harmonious Blacksmith," which was 
made before Handel was born. Indeed, no other list 
of this kind which I might compile would surpass it 
in comprehensiveness, unless it be a list of the harps 
and guitars said to have belonged to Queen Marie- 
Antoinette. 

Nevertheless, considering the scarcity of the clavi- 
chord in England, the so-called Handel's clavichord 
may interest musicians. 

(To be continued.) 

THE GREAT COMPOSERS, SKETCHED BY 
THEMSELVES. 

BY JosEPH BENNETT. 
No. VI.-MENDELSSOHN (continued from page 362). 

HINDERED last month by grave matters at the 
very confine of Italy, we now prepare to accompany 
Mendelssohn on his tour through Switzerland. Here 
all questions of art must be dropped. Occasionally 
our master will be found playing the organ in monas- 
teries, and challenging the monks to give him ex- 
temporised themes for treatment. Once, moreover, 
he talks seriously to distant Devrient about the 
burning question of an opera. But these are excep- 
tional instances. As a rule we simply enjoy the 
companionship of a young and ardent pedestrian, 
full of life and spirits, revelling in the fairest portion 
of God's world, disposed to be thankful for all good 
and to make the best of everything else. Nowhere 
do we find him so susceptible to the influence of 
natural beauty as here. He cannot use words strong 
enough to express all he feels, though he tries his 
utmost. Hear him as he addresses his parents from 
Chamouni: " I must write to you from time to time 
to thank you for my wondrously beautiful journey; 
and if I have done so before, I must do so again now, 
for more delightful days than those on my journey 
hither, and during my stay here, I never experienced. 
Fortunately you already know this valley, so there is 
no occasion for me to describe it to you; indeed, how 
could I possibly have done so ? But this I may say, 
that nowhere has nature in all her glory met my 
eyes in such brightness as here, both when I saw it 
with you for the first time and now; and, as every 
one who sees it ought to thank God for having 
given him faculties to comprehend and appreciate 
such grandeur, so I must also thank you for 
having procured me such a pleasure." Again and 
again Mendelssohn returns to the idea of grati- 
tude to the Supreme Being for so much beauty, and 
in one letter gives a very characteristic as well as, 
no doubt, perfectly true sketch of the manner in 
which certain compatriots of our own did not share 
his feelings: " When I see people rushing through 
Switzerland and declaring that they find nothing to 
admire there or anywhere else (except themselves); 
not the least affected or stirred, remaining cold and 
prosaic even in presence of the mountains, I feel a 
wish to give them a good drubbing. Here are two 
Englishmen and an English lady at this moment 
sitting beside me by the stove; they are more wooden 
than sticks. We have been travelling the same 
road for a couple of days, and I declare the people 
have never uttered a syllable except of abuse that 
there were no fireplaces either on the Grimsel or here; 
but that there are mountains here is a fact to which 
they never allude. Their whole journey is occupied 
in scolding their guide, who laughs at them; in quar- 
relling with the innkeepers, and in yawning in each 
other's faces. They think everything commonplace 
because they themselves are commonplace; there- 
fore they are not happier in Switzerland than they 
would be in Bernau. Well, well; happiness is a 

relative term; another would thank God that he 
could see. all this, and so I will be that other." 
Nothing conveys a better idea of Mendelssohln's 
intense feeling for natural beauty than this scornful 
impatience of inability to appreciate it. In the 
few words " I feel a wish to give them a drubbing," 
lies a whole world of meaning. Quotations similar 
to those just given might be multiplied, but only one 
other passage seems to demand transcription by its 
eloquence and intensity. Writing to Devrient with 
reference to Switzerland, Mendelssohn said, " One 
stands here facing the entire scale of nature; one 
takes in all the seasons at a glance, from the valley 
lying in the summer sun to the naked rock; and 
above, again, to the region of snow and ice with all 
the mists and storms of winter; and then again from 
the fields of ice one looks deep down into the green 
valley blooming with trees and herbs. Is there no 
possibility for you once to see Switzerland. What is 
parched Italy in comparison with this fresh life and 
sound healthfulness? One cannot possibly know 
what verdure means, what meadows, waters, springs, 
and rocks can be, unless one has been here. But 
what is the use of writing ? Never have I felt so 
free, so on a par with nature as I have during these 
never-to be-forgotten weeks; and I am determined, 
if ever I can again roam about during the summer, it 
shall be among these mountains." These passages 
place us thoroughly en rapport with the young tra- 
veller, and the state of mind they express should be 
noted in order that what follows may be understood. 

Anybody in Mendelssohn's state of mental excite- 
ment is prepared to " rough it." The troubles of the 
way are as nothing, or only act as a foil to pleasure, 
wherefore our master did not shirk them. All alone, 
without guide or porter save now and then a chance 
wayfarer of the country, he trudged from place to 
place, making the best of difficulties, and seeing a 
bright side even to the darkest episode. On one 
occasion, between Vevay and Charney, it was needful 
to have a pilot over the Dent de Jaman, and, as every 
man was working in the fields, only a young girl 
could be found to undertake the task. The adventure 
exactly jumped with Mendelssohn's mood, and he 
made out of it, addressing his sisters, one of the 
prettiest of idylls. We see it all by help of the 
master's graphic words. He is writing when his 
guide appears, and says of her, " Here comes the 
girl with her steeple-hat. I can tell you that she is 
vastly pretty into the bargain, and her name is 
Pauline; she has just packed my things into her 
wicker-basket." Then the two light-hearted young 
people start, and one of them at least finds the 
journey "most delightful." He would like his sisters 
to have such a day. " But then " he observes " you 
must become two youths and be able to climb 
actively, and drink milk when the opportunity offers, 
and treat with contempt the intense heat, the many 
rocks in the way, the many holes in the path, aye, 
the many holes in your boots." As for Pauline 
she is charming--" One of the nicest girls I ever 
met, so pretty and healthy-looking, and naturally in- 
telligent; she told me anecdotes about her village, 
and I in return told her about Italy; but I know who 
was the most amused." So they beguile the way, and 
as Mendelssohn listens to his companion's artless 
stories of village life his susceptible nature is moved. 
" By heavens ! " he exclaims, " I felt a strong incli- 
nation to become a Vaudois peasant while I was 
listening to Pauline, when from above she pointed 
out to me the villages where they dance when the 
cherries are ripe, and others where they dance when 
the cows go to pasture and the dairy season begins." 
Presently we come upon an exquisite little picture. 
Pauline sees a cottage below, wherein resides a 
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cousin, and asks leave to run down and make a call. 
Mendelssohn not only gives consent, but like a gallant 
fellow goes with her. " Soon the two girls came out 
together and sat on a bench and chattered; on the 
Col de Jaman above I saw her relations busily mow- 
ing, and herding the cows. What cries and shouts 
ensued. Then those above began to play the bag- 
pipes, on which they all laughed. I did not under- 
stand one syllable of their patois, except the begin- 
ning, which was 'Adieu, Pierrot.' All these sounds 
were taken up by a merry mad echo, that piped and 
laughed and shouted too." Does not the picture 
stand out clearly ?-the little cottage in the green 
meadow, the two girls on the bench, the young 
traveller reclining on the grass with his bowl of milk; 
the distant figures on the mountain-side, and over all 
the calm beauty of Nature in her placid mood. A 
little further and Felix and Pauline must part, which 
they do in friendly fashion, the young gentleman own- 
ing to a shake of the hand, but discreetly refraining 
from telling his sisters a word about the hearty kiss 
which of course. the gifted master and the pretty 
peasant exchanged. Then Mendelssohn goes on his 
way alone, or rather not alone, for the spirit of com- 
panionship is with him, and when he comes to a 
cherry-tree where the people are gathering the fruit, 
he lies down on the grass and eats the cherries they 
pick. 

This is the true spirit in which to see a strange coun- 
try, and Mendelssohn cultivated it with ardour. At 
Zweisimmen he sent his knapsack on to Interlachen 
by post, and encumbered only by a spare shirt, brush 
and comb, and sketch-book, started to walk after it. 
Here the Fates seemed to have resolved upon putting 
his invincible good-humour and light-heartedness to 
the test, by flooding the country with rain. " For 
the last few hours the water has been pouring straight 
down, as if the clouds above were being fairly 
squeezed out; the roads are as soft as feather- 
beds; only occasional shreds of the mountains are 
to be seen, and even these but rarely." Nor was 
this all. At Weissenberg he was driven to lodge in 
a house " where there were swarms of vermin quite 
as bad as in Italy, a creaking house-clock, striking 
hoarsely every hour, and a baby that screeched the 
whole night." But even the baby failed to put him 
out of temper. It only made him observant and 
philosophical. " I really could not help for a time 
noticing the child's cries, for it screamed in every 
possible key expressive of every possible emotion; 
first angry, then furious, then whining, and when it 
could screech no longer it grunted in a deep bass. 
Let no one tell me that we must wish to return to the 
days of our childhood, because children are so happy. 
I am convinced that 'such a little creature as this 
flies into a rage just as we do, and has also his sleep- 
less nights, and his passions and so forth." Happy 
nature, that could draw comfort even from a young- 
ster squalling through the hours of darkness. The bad 
weather followed Mendelssohn relentlessly, but he 
remained imperturbable. "To-day it has rained for 
three hours consecutively, and I was well soaked on 
the way here. The mountain-streams are superb in 
such weather, for they leap and rage furiously. I 
crossed one of these demons, the Kander, which 
seemed to have taken leave of its senses, leaping and 
blustering and foaming; the water looked quite brown, 
and scattered its yellow spray in all directions. A 
black peak of the mountains was here and there 
visible through the rain-laden clouds, which hung 
deeper into the valley than I ever before saw them. 
Yet the day was most enjoyable." Still the weather 
became worse. Bridges were broken down; roads 
destroyed, and paths inundated, but our traveller 
pushed on, a deplorable figure amid the general deso- 

lation. " My condition when I arrived at Neuhaus 
was miserable enough; I looked as if I wore long 
black boots over my light-coloured trousers, my shoes 
and stockings, quite up to my knees, dark brown; 
then came the original white, then a soaked blue 
paletot; even my sketch-book that I had under my 
waistcoat was wet through." At last Mendelssohn 
reached Interlachen, only to be turned away from 
the inn, and obliged to return to Untersee. This 
really put him out. " Neither the dreadful storms, 
nor the various discomforts I had endured, annoyed 
me half so much as not being able to remain at 
Interlachen; consequently, for the first time since 1 
left Vevay, I was out of humour for half an hour, and 
obliged to sing Beethoven's Adagio in A flat major 
three or four times over before I could recover my 
equanimity." 

These Swiss experiences might be followed at 
almost any length, but enough has been observed for 
the purpose in view. Mendelssohn presents himself 
to us throughout as we have just seen him-full of 
passionate admiration for natural beauty, overflowing 
with spirits, and animated by a disposition the most 
frank and generous conceivable. The littlenesses we 
have noticed elsewhere are not now found. The 
mountains crushed all foibles out of him by revealing, 
as he himself remarks, his own insignificance, and of 
them he could say: " I do believe that as such are 
the thoughts of the Almighty. Those who do not 
yet know Him may here see Him, and the nature He 
created visibly displayed." 

Music was not wholly forgotten during this exciting 
journey, though it does not seem to have much occu- 
pied the traveller's thoughts. At Untersee, what 
time the rain was pouring down, he asked for some 
music-paper, and, after being referred from the inn- 
keeper to the pastor, from the pastor to the forest- 
ranger, and from the forest-rangerto that functionary's 
daughter, he obtained a couple of sheets on which to 
inscribe a song or two. The incident is only note- 
worthy because it tempted Mendelssohn to make a re- 
mark very creditable to his growing modesty and good 
sense: " I can unfortunately form no judgment of my 
new compositions; I cannot tell whether they are good 
or bad; and this arises from the circumstance that 
all the people to whom I have played anything for 
the last twelve months forthwith glibly declared it to 
be wonderfully beautiful, and that will never do. I 
really wish that some one would let me have a little 
rational blame once more or, what would be still 
more agreeable, a little rational praise, and then I 
should find it less indispensable to act the censor 
towards myself, and to be so distrustful of my own 
powers." On another occasion he astonished some 
monks by extemporising on the organ in their chapel, 
and thenceforward sought out the monasteries when 
weatherbound. It mattered little what kind of an 
instrument came under his fingers. Thus, at Wal- 
lenstadt, he writes: " I have this moment returned 
from the church, where I have been playing the 
organ for three hours, far into the twilight; an old 
man, a cripple, blew the bellows for me, and, except 
him, there was not a single soul in the church. The 
only stops I found available were a very weak croak- 
ing flute, and a quavering, deep pedal diapason, of 
sixteen feet. I contrived to extemporise with these 
materials, and at last subsided into a choral melody 
in E minor, without being able to remember what it 
was. I could not get rid of it, when, all at once, it 
occurred to me that it was a Litany, the music of 
which was in my head because the words were in 
my heart, so then I had a wide field, and plenty of 
scope for extemporising. At length the consumptive 
deep bass resounded alone in E minor, and then 
came, in its turn, the flute, high up in the treble 
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with the choral in the same key, and so the sounds 
of the organ gradually died away, and I was 
obliged to stop from the church being so dark. 
In the meantime there was a terrible hurricane of 
wind and rain outside." Again he writes, from 
Sargans, "There is always enough to be done, even 
in Sargans (a wretched hole) and on a day of deluge 
like this-for, happily, an organ is always to be found 
in this country; they are certainly small, and the 
lower octave both in the manual and the pedal imper- 
fect or, as I call it, crippled, but still they are organs, 
and that is enough for me." Driven back upon these 
instruments by the fury of the weather, Mendelssohn 
began, with characteristic impetuosity, to strive after 
greater skill in playing them. " I have been playing 
all this morning, and really practised, for it is a shame 
that I cannot execute Sebastian Bach's principal 
works. I intend, if I can manage it, to practise for 
an hour every day in Munich, as, after a couple of 
hours' work to-day, I certainly made considerable 
progress with my feet. Ritz once told me that 
Schneider, in Dresden, played him the D major 
fugue in the ' Wohl-temperirte Clavier' on the organ, 
playing the bass on the pedals. This had hitherto 
appeared to me so marvellous that I could never 
properly comprehend it. It recurred to me this 
morning when I was playing the organ, so I instantly 
attempted it, and I at least see that it is far from 
being impossible, and that I shall accomplish it. I 
succeeded pretty well with the Thema, so I practised 
in the same way as many passages as I could re- 
member of the D major Organ Fugue, the F major 
Toccata and the G minor Fugue. If I find a tolerable 
organ in Munich and not an imperfect one, I will 
certainly learn this method, and I look forward like 
achild to playing such pieces down on the pedals. 
The F major Toccata, with the modulation at the close, 
sounds as if the church were about to tumble down. 
What a giant that Precentor was ! " Only once in the 
Swiss letters, omitting that addressed to Taubert, does 
Mendelssohn refer to music other than as it directly 
concerns himself, but that once he chooses for a 
characteristic onslaught upon Auber, whose " Paris- 
ienne " was attracting notice as a national air. The 
German composer seems to have had the lowest 
possible opinion of his French brother, for, assuredly, 
no words could be more contemptuous than the 
following: "Tell me, Fanny, do you know Auber's 
' Parisienne.' I consider it the very worst thing he 
has ever produced, perhaps because the subject was 
really lofty, but for other reasons also. Auber alone 
could have been guilty of composing for a great 
nation in the most violent state of excitement, a cold, 
insignificant, commonplace and trivial piece. The 
refrain enrages me every time I think of it-it is like 
the singing of children to a toy drum, only more 
objectionable. The words also are worthless: little 
antitheses and points are out of place here. Then 
the emptiness of the music! a march for acrobats, 
and at the end a mere miserable imitation of the 
' Marseillaise.' Such music is not what this epoch 
demands. Woe to us if it be indeed what suits this 
epoch-if a mere copy of the ' Marseillaise Hymn' 
be all that is required. What in the latter is full 
of fire, and spirit, and impetus, is, in the former, 
ostentatious, cold, calculated, and artificial. The 
'Marseillaise' is as superior to the 'Parisienne' as 
everything produced by genuine enthusiasm must be 
to what is made for a purpose, even if it be with a 
view to promote enthusiasm. It will never reach the 
heart because it does not come from the heart. By 
the way, I never saw such a striking identity between 
a poet and a musician as between Auber and Clauren. 
Auber faithfully renders note for note what the other 
writes word for word-braggadocia, degrading sensu- 

ality, pedantry, epicurism, and parodies of foreign 
nationality. . ... Write to me your opinion of the 
'Parisienne.' I sometimes sing it to myself for fun 
as I go along, it makes a man walk like a chorister 
in a procession." This is strong language; but 
we must remember that Mendelssohn never could 
sympathise with the French people (between whom 
and himself the barrier of German prejudice was not 
wanting), and therefore he failed to comprehend their 
music. But as to the " Parisienne," his criticisms 
have been justified by events. The " Marseillaise," 
prohibited under one Government, officially recog- 
nised under the next, lives and is a power, while 
Auber's work is dead and well nigh forgotten. 

Here the Swiss letters come to an end for us, and 
we part from the energetic and happy-go-lucky way- 
farer through rain and mud. In Mendelssohn's own 
words, " The shabby, dripping pedestrian bids you 
farewell; and a town gentleman, with visiting cards, 
fine linen, and a black coat, will write to you next 
time." 

We soon find the town gentleman-cards, linen, 
coat, and all-at Munich, whither he had journeyed 
after crossing the Rhine, and now he is plunged deep 
into the business of his art. But the happiness and 
content of Switzerland are with him still. Work 
inspires him : " It is a delightful feeling to wake in 
the morning and to know that you are to score a 
grand allegro with all sorts of instruments." Upon 
everything he looks with beaming eyes : " I scarcely 
know any place where I feel so comfortable and 
domesticated as here. It is indeed very delightful to 
be surrounded by cheerful faces, and your own to be 
so likewise, and to know every man you meet in the 
streets." All this satisfaction is easy to understand. 
The German, after long wanderings, was among Ger- 
mans again, and his soul revelled in the familiar 
sights and sounds. But his eyes were more than 
ever on the look-out for matter wherewith to 
satisfy a strong sense of humour. The droll side 
of things was instantly detected by Mendelssohn. 
Thus, of a coffee-house he says : " I know each face 
by heart, and find the same people every day in the 
same position; two playing chess, three looking on, 
five reading the newspapers, six eating their dinner, 
and I am the seventh." His little bedroom is on a 
level with the street, " so that if I unbar the shutters 
of my glass-door, any one passing along can put his 
head in at the window and say good morning. Next 
to me a Greek lodges who is learning the piano, and 
he is truly odious." He receives guests in this little 
room, and they play and sing, and no doubt make 
themselves odious to the Greek. One of them is 
described as " dulcet as ever, languishing in all the 
ecstasy of poetic frenzy and grey stockings "; another 
plays on the violin and makes a " pretty mess " of it, 
while, in the midst of joviality and noise, sundry 
formal persons "sit with grave faces." As was to be 
expected, Mendelssohn " plunged " a little in this 
boisterous society, but not to the neglect of graver 
matters. The business of a concert, at which were 
played his Symphony in C minor and Concerto in G 
minor, gave him plenty to do; nor are the letters from 
Munich wanting in the reflections and opinions which 
make the master's correspondence generally of so 
much value. At the concert in question, the King 
had sent him the theme of "Non pii andrai" 
as a text for improvisation, and Mendelssohn says 
d propos: " My former opinion is now fully con- 
firmed that it is an absurdity to extemporise in 
public. I have seldom felt so like a fool as when I 
took my place at the piano to present to the public 
the fruits of my inspiration, but the audience were 
quite contented and there was no end of their 
applause. They called me forward again and the 
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Queen said all that was courteous, but I was annoyed, 
for I was far from being satisfied with myself, and I 
am resolved never again to extemporise in public. 
It is both an abuse and an absurdity." With these 
words the Munich letters end, to be followed by a 
set from Paris, which demand and deserve a chapter 
to themselves. 

(To be continued.) 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF MUSIC.:: 
THE word "1philosophy" or " philosophic" has 

evidently an attraction of kinship in the mind of Dr. 
Pole. He uses it continually. He speaks of the 
"philosophic method" of employing logarithms in 
musical calculations; and of " philosophic scales," 
meaning, we presume, those arrangements in brass 
or ivory in certain boxes of " philosophical instru- 
ments." The old use of the word still exists in the 
term " natural philosophy" we use instead of natural 
science; but as a rule the present generation, rightly 
or wrongly, would look upon the word philosophy or 
philosophic in too ordinary an application as some- 
what antiquated. Dr. Pole however defines very 
clearly what he means by "The Philosophy of 
Music," that is to say, a mode of inquiry into the 
principles of the art " claiming attention on intellec- 
tual rather than on utilitarian grounds." The 
greatest composers that ever lived, as he says, may 
have known nothing of acoustics or of fundamental 
philosophical principles, and that all they possessed 
or required was a practical knowledge of their art; 
but " the argument," Dr. Pole adds, "that would 
restrict a man's acquirements to those things he 
needs for earning his livelihood is worthy only of a 
barbarous age." Moreover, judging from the facts 
and examples he quotes, it is clear that Dr. Pole 
wishes us to understand that an inquiry into the first 
principles of music is not only an intellectual indul- 
gence, but it has one practical if negative value in 
enabling us to prove that many of the current techni- 
cal theories of musicians which they assume to be 
founded on some law of nature, some particular 
natural phenomenon or scrap of science, are mere 
hallucinations. 

Dr. Pole's work is at least opportune. Since the 
publication of the theories of Helmholtz, their bearing 
on the scientific basis of music has been explained 
and re-explained until we have had a surfeit of the 
very names " upper partials" and "differentials," 
" roughnesses" and " smoothnesses." What English 
musical students have been waiting for is a practical 
and technical treatise incorporating the theories of 
Helmholtz, and logically extending the system of 
music of which he himself has given only a bare 
outline. The present work does not pretend to be 
a technical treatise, but it certainly does supply to 
some extent the want we have referred to. It is the 
first English book that, less from an acoustical than 
an artistic and technical point of view, endeavours 
to treat the theory of music " as illustrated by the 
late researches of Helmholtz." 

It contains the substance of a course of lectures 
delivered at the Royal Institution in February and 
March, 1877; and is divided into three parts, the " Ma- 
terial of Music," the "Elementary Arrangements of 
the Material," and the " Structure of Music." These 
three divisions may be said to represent respectively 
the acoustical basis of music, the questions of inter- 
vals and scales, and melody, harmony, and counter- 
point. The greater portion of the work is a well- 
&elected compilation of scientific, historical, and tech- 

nical facts. The Helmholtzian philosophy it com- 
prises is principally taken from chapters xiv. and xix. 
of " Sensations of Tone." 

Dr. Pole's own summary of his philosophy will to 
many readers be disappointing. It amounts very 
much to the old lament, that " all we know is, that 
we know nothing." Those amongst us who had 
imagined that the discoveries of Helmholtz would 
revolutionise the art of musical composition, or that 
we were about to have a new heaven and a new 
earth in the realm of sound, will be grieved to learn 
that what we are pleased to call the "natural 
scale," or the "modern diatonic scale," is the same 
diatonic scale established by the Greeks more than 
two thousand years ago, subjected to " slight altera- 
tions " for modern harmony purposes; that there is 
no "natural necessity " for any particular series of 
sounds we call a scale, and that artificial as the 
scale is and must be, it is the first element in any 
system of music, and music is.impossible without it; 
that our modern diatonic chords come from the 
counterpoint of our ancestors, and that chromatic 
chords are derived by the same principle long since 
referred to, but in a much more general sense, by 
Dr. Hullah as that of "stratification." If we 
attempt to give our chords an independent existence, 
we find that just as in the horizontal scale we are 
limited in our search for anything like a fixed or 
natural basis or framework to the two or three 
relatively perfect consonances, and that beyond 
everything is vague and unsettled, so in the vertical 
harmony, when we pass the triad, although by the 
new theories we know why it is that one dissonant 
interval is rougher or smoother or a better or worse 
quality than another-if, for example, it be a question 
of choice between three minor sevenths, we as often 
as not take the worst of the three, and rarely or 
never do we take the best, except under another 
name (a high augmented sixth), and in a different 
tonal connection, and with a slightly different ratio. 
In our more important dissonant combinations, we 
take a minor seventh of medium quality, and not on 
account of its quality, but by reason of its position in 
the scale. In short, as Dr. Pole reminds us, "music 
is an art " dependent on no particular acoustical or 
physiological principle, but on a tissue of principles 
harmonic, melodic, rhythmical, esthetical, and struc- 
tural; and, as he says, if harsh combinations opposed 
to the merely harmonic principle are occasionally tole- 
rated, it is because " at the time they occur some other 
element of musical interest is offered prominently to 
the mind." 

In summing up the evidence-physical, esthetical, 
and riechanical--Dr. Pole sorrietimes takes one point 
of view and sometimes another, with an impartiality 
which bestows on his work its chief value. He is 
careful to separate the collectors and classifiers in 
the sciences from philosophers, and draws a broad 
line between the technical theories of music and a 
general system or theory of harmony. There are 
certain classifiers in technical musical theory for 
whom he has a particular commiseration. He would 
call them " searchers for roots," and he cannot 
imagine why we should not take any combination the 
composer chooses to offer without endeavouring to 
account for it. We confess we do not see the wisdom 
of the observation, because all Dr. Pole's labour in 
interpreting for our behoof the discoveries of Helm- 
holtz seems directed to that very end. If the 
"philosophic method" fails, we must fall back on 
merely musical methods of analysis. Unless we 
simply copy the combination the composer gives to 
us, we must dissect it in some way, or we cannot use 
it in a different context. If we are to employ it 
always in the same context we fall into the supposed 

*- "4The Philosophy of Music," by William Pole, F.R.S., F.R.S.E., 
Mus. Doc. Oxon., &c. (Vol. xi. of "The English and Foreign 
Philosophical Library.") Triibner and Co., London, 1879. 
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